Final Break 

Ian S. Thompson 

They had been walking along Oxford Street. Now they 
stopped, Greg’s hand on her arm. 

“This is the place,” he said. “I thought you might get the 
sort of thing you liked here.” 

Helen nodded, but there were tears in her eyes as she 
looked through the shop-window. The new hat had been his 
idea, not hers. 

“What about the black one?” He pointed. “It would go with 
your suit!” 

Her lips trembled. One of the little things she loved so 
much about him was the really genuine interest he had always 
taken in what she wore. It had made you feel young, somehow, 
loved, though in your heart you knew you were young no longer. 

“Yes. Yes, it would, wouldn’t it?” She carefully avoided 
meeting his eyes, because there was so much in her own eyes 
that he must never see. 

They went into the shop. A clerk appeared to wait on 

them. 

Helen described the hat. It was in the window. 

She was wishing now that they had never come into the 
shop. But Greg had been insistent. He wanted to give her 
something. A parting gift, he had called it. 

He was smiling now out of blue, untroubled eyes. Which 
surprised her. And yet why should it, she asked herself, as she 
took the hat from the clerk and placed it on her blue-gray hair? 
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Oxford Caddesi boyunca yuruyorlardi. Ve gimdi Greg’in eli 
onun kolunun ustunde, durdular,. 

“igte burasi” dedi. “Dugundum de, hoguna gidecek geyi 
buradan alabilirsin buradan.” 

Helen bagiyla onayladi, ama vitrinden igeri bakarken 
gozlerinde yag vardi. Yeni gapka onun fikriydi, kendinin degil. 

“§u siyah olana ne dersin?” diye eliyle gosterdi. “Elbisenle 
iyi giderdi.” 

Kadimn dudaklari titredi. Onun hakkinda bu kadar gok 
sevdigi yanlarindan biri de, kendisinin ne giydigine gosterdigi 
gergekten samimi ilgisiydi. Her ne kadar aslinda artik geng 
olmadigim bilsen de, bu kendini geng ve sevilen biri gibi 
hissettmeni saglardi. 

“Evet. Evet, iyi giderdi, degil mi?” Ozenle onun gozleriyle 
bulugmaktan kagindi, gunku kendi gozlerinde onun gormemesini 
gerektirecek gok geyler vardi. 

Dukkana girdiler. Bir tezgahtar belirdi yanlarinda hizmet 
etmek igin. 

Helen gapkayi tarif etti. Vitrinde duruyordu. 

§u anda dukkana hig gelmemig olmayi diledi. Ama Greg 
israr etmigti. Ona bir gey vermek istemigti. Bir ayrilik hediyesi 
demigti adina. 

Gulumsuyordu gimdi uzgun olmayan, dertsiz gozlerle. Bu 
da Helen’i gagirtti. Ve ama neden diye sordu kendine ? §apkayi 
tezgahtardan alip ve mavi-gri saglarimn uzerine yerlegtirdigi 
anda; 


i 




She had always tried to be modern, and part of modernity 
was to see these things through bravely, when and if they came. 

Her mind turned back. And she saw herself in the hat 
shop mirror, not as someone in a black tailored suit, but as a 
bride. Smiling, radiant, on Greg’s arm. At least they had said she 
had looked like that. She had never thought of it, never cared. 
She had been so completely, so blindly happy. 

Five minutes later they were out again in the sunshine of 
the street and Greg, after looking at his watch, suggested tea. 

“I know a place-" There was an expression of excitement 
in his eyes which she could not understand. “You’ll like it there.” 

It was a small, very ordinary cafe in one of the side streets 
off Oxford Street. He ordered for them both, and then leaned 
back. 

He didn’t speak, but his hand came out across the table 
and took hers. 

“Please, God, don’t let me cry,” she prayed. “Not now. Not 
so long as he’s with me.” 

The tea arrived. He drank one cup quickly, lit himself a 
cigarette, and then said: 

“You’re quite certain that you want to stay on in that house 
alone? I mean- well, I feel rather badly about the whole thing, 
and if there’s anything I could do-“ 


Her zaman modern olmaya galigmigti ve modernligin bir 
pargasi da geligen olaylari, geldikleri zaman ve gartlarda cesurca 
kargilamakti. 

Zihni bir an eskilere gitti. Ve gapka dukkamndaki aynada 
kendini, terziye diktirilmig siyah bir takim elbise igindeki biri 
olarak degilde, bir gelin olarak gordu. Greg’in kollarinda 
gulumseyen ve mutluluktan ugan. Herkes oyle gorundugunu 
soylemigti. Bunu hig aklina getirmemig, hig umursamamigti. 
§imdiye kadar oylesine butunuyle ve kor bir gekilde mutlu 
olmugtu ki... 

Beg dakika sonra tekrar digarida, guneg igigiyla parlayan 
caddedeydiler ve Greg, saatine baktiktan sonra, gay igme 
teklifinde bulundu. 

“Bir yer biliyorum_” Gozlerinde, Helen’in anlayamadigi bir 
heyecan ifadesi vardi. “Orayi seveceksin.” 

Bu Oxford Caddesi’nden uzak yan caddelerden birinde 
kuguk, oldukga siradan bir kafeydi. ikisi igin de siparig verdi, ve 
sonra geriye yaslandi. 

Konugmadi, ama eli masamn uzerinden uzamp Helen’in 
ellerini tuttu. 

“Lutfen, Tanrim, aglamama izin verme,” diye yalvardi 
Helen. “§imdi olmasin. Benimle birlikte oldugu sure boyunca 
degil.” 

Qaylar geldi. Bir Fincam gabucak igti, kendine bir sigara 
yakti, ve goyle dedi: 

“O evde tek bagina kalmak istediginden tamamen emin 
misin? Demek istedigim- yani, butun bu olanlar hakkinda kendimi 
oldukga kotu hissediyorum, ve eger yapabilecegim bir gey 
varsa ” 
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There was one thing, but it would have been hysterical 
weakness to have suggested it. She shook her head. She didn’t 
want him to have any feelings of regret, any pains of conscience. 
It had been wonderful having him for all those years. 

“No, really,” she said. “It’ll be all right.” 

But he still didn’t seem satisfied. 

“There’s another thing I’d like to mention,” he said. “I 
didn’t say anything about it before because I know- well, I know 
how sensitive you are about that sort of thing- “ He broke off and 
then went hurriedly on, his eyes avoiding hers. “It’s money. I’ve 
arranged with the bank...” 

The color came at once to her cheeks. Not because of 
any false pride. That was a luxury you couldn’t afford if you had 
no one to support you. But- 

“Oh, Greg, you shouldn’t,” she said with embarrassment. 

He brushed that aside. Angrily almost. 

“Why not? It’s something I want to do. And Sandra- “ He 
mentioned the girl’s name- “She agrees. We were talking about it 
last night.” 

Sandra.... We.... How easily, familiarly, he spoke of her. 
Helen thought with an ache. And yet two months ago they hadn’t 
even met. Two months.... Was it really only that time since he’d 
gone up to London on that business trip? 

She had realized, of course, after he came back, that 
there was something, although he hadn’t actually said a word 
then. Some deep-rooted woman’s instinct had warned her that 
he wasn’t all hers any longer, that she was sharing him with 
someone else. 


Bir gey vardi, ama bunu teklif etmek histerik bir zayiflik 
olurdu. Bagim iki yana salladi. Onun hig bir pigmanlik ya da 
vicdan azabi duymasim istemiyordu. Yillardir ona sahip olmak 
bile gok guzeldi. 

“Hayir, gergekten, dedi Helen. “Yakinda duzelir.” 

Ama o halen tatmin olmug gorunmuyordu. 

“Bahsetmek istedigim bagka bir gey var,” dedi. "Daha 
once bunun hakkinda hig bir gey soylemedim gunku biliyorum- 
yani, bu tur konularda ne kadar duyarli oldugunu-” Konugmasim 
birden kesti ve sonra aceleyle devam etti, gozlerini ondan 
kagirarak. “Konu para. Bankayla ilgili duzenlemeleri yaptim...” 

Hemen yanaklarina renk geldi. Bu hig de sahte bir gurur 
nedeniyle degildi. Eger sana destek olacak kimsen yoksa; gurur 
konusu yapmayacagin bir lux sayilirdi. Ama- 

“Ah, Greg, yapmamalidin,” dedi utanarak. 

O buna aldirmadi bile. Neredeyse sinirli gekilde. 

“Neden olmasin? Bu yapmak istedigim bir gey. Ve 
Sandra-” Kizin ismini soyledi- “O da aym fikirde. Gegen gece bu 
konu hakkinda konuguyorduk.” 

Sandra.... Biz.... Ne kadar da kolay ve samimi bir ifadeyle 
konugtu onun hakkinda, diye dugundu Helen aci iginde. Ve iki ay 
once henuz tamgmamiglardi bile, iki ay.... Gergekten de, gu ig 
gezisi igin Londra’ya gitmig olmasi gergekten bu kadar miydi? 

O dondukten sonra elbette farketmigti bir geyler oldugunu, 
her ne kadar o zamanlar gergekten bir kelime bile etmediyse de. 
Bir gegit derinden gelen kadin iggudusu, kendisine artik 
tamamen sahip olmadigi ve onu bir bagkasiyla paylagiyor oldugu 
hususunda onu uyarmigti. 
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A girl. Young, fresh, and lovely. The imagined picture had 
filled her with a sense of panic. He had changed his job for a 
better one and gone up to live in London. For a month she hadn’t 
seen him. And she had never met the girl. 

Sandra... She worked in the advertising business, he had 
told her. And very clever. But that didn’t matter to Helen. When 
you have loved somebody with every part of you, you did not 
think of cleverness in considering that younger person to whom 
you were losing him. 

Was she really nice? Would she work to keep him happy 
as you had tried to do? 

But Sandra,... The name had a sharp quality. You couldn’t 
imagine a girl with a name like that being- Helen’s eyes were 
drawn to a girl who had just walked into the cafe, who was 
looking around hesitantly- well like that, for instance. 

Then the girl turned. She was beautiful, with a shy, sweet 
loveliness that caught at your heart. Helen stayed, quite 
unconscious that she was staring. And then her eyes widened in 
surprise as she saw Greg rise to his feet. The girl was hurrying 
towards their table. 

“So you were able to get here, darling!” She heard Greg’s 
voice and then he had turned, was smiling down at her. “A little 
surprise,” he said. “This is Sandra, Mother. Tomorrow’s happy 
bride!” 


Bir kiz. Geng, canli ve sevimli. Hayalindeki resim, onu bir 
panik duygusuyla doldurdu. Greg ise igini daha iyi bir igle 
degigtirmigti ve yagamak igin Londra’da gitmigti. Bir ay boyunca 
onu gormemigti. Ve kizi da daha once hig gormemigti. 

Sandra... Reklamcilik iginde galigtigmi soylemigti 
kendisine. Ve gok da zeki oldugunu. Ama bu Helen igin onemli 
degildi. Birini turn kalbinizle sevdiginizde, bu sevdiginiz kigiyi, 
ugruna kaybediyor oldugunuz daha geng insamn zekiligini asla 
umursamazdimz. 

Gergekten guzel miydi? Senin ugragmig oldugun kadar 
onu mutlu etmek igin ugragir miydi? 

Ama Sandra,... isminin belirgin bir kalitesi vardi. Bunun 
gibi bir ismi olan bir kizin boyle- Helen’in gozleri, kafeye yeni 
girmig ve kararsizca etrafina bakinmakta olan bir kiza takildi- 
mesela boyle biri olabilecegini hayal bile edemezdiniz. 

Sonra kiz dondu. Kalbinizi yakalayan, utangag ve sevimli 
gekiciligiyle guzel bir kizdi. Helen kizin bakindigim gorunce 
bilingsizce bakakalmigti. Ve sonra Greg’in ayaga kalktigim 
gorunce gagkinliktan gozleri daha da agildi. Kiz onlarin 
masasina dogru hizla yaklagiyordu. 

“Demek buraya gelebildin, sevgilim!” diyen Greg’in sesini 
duydu; ve sonra Greg donmug, kendisine gulumseyerek 
bakiyordu. “Kuguk bir supriz,” dedi Greg. “Anne, bu Sandra. 
Yarimn mutlu gelini!” 


4 



